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 THE FOUNTAIN	i,
in labour or idleness, was no longer given to that perfect
continuity of speculative thought which had been his
peace. Once more, as in the days when the tunnel was
being dug in the fort, he was aware of an external world
knocking at the gates of his meditation. His power to work
remained obedient to his will; what was threatened was
that singleness of spirit which, for a purpose more far-
reaching than that of his history, he desired above all else
to cultivate.
When, leaving his books, he went into one of the em-
brasures of the library and looked down over the lakes
and the garden, he saw little figures moving below, and
saw them now, as he had not before, with a consciousness
of his own separation from them. If they were at the base
of the tower, on their way to the boat-house, he heard
their voices and sometimes their words; if they were on
the upper lake, it was the cluck of their rowlocks he heard;
if they were on the tennis courts, nothing came to him but
their flickering movement, thrown up by a background of
trees. Formerly they had been in his sight and hearing
but had penetrated no further than the outermost fringe
of his thought. Now he seemed often to know Julie's
presence among them before his eyes had observed it
and instantly he was in imagination projected into their
company. As he watched, he began to fancy that he was
invisibly at her side; that her speech was secretly for him;
that in her far-distant figure he could distinguish, not only
the body's supple grace, but the tautening of her limbs
8$ she ran, the wind's quickness in her hair, and, as
she swung her racquet, the tension of her breasts. From
this external voyage he dragged himself back, in the
instant hating her for having summoned him, in the
same instant filled with joy. A recollection of her child-
hood and of the different love he had then had for her
quietened his mood, and he began to think of her with
compassion, not with desire, until at last, the sensual
imagination overcome, his mind was for a little while
emptied of her, and he came back to his work. But even
h*8 work was coloured by her. The analogy with her own

